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Mystic Veil World





The Mystic Veil series is set in a time and place in the world where it has been common knowledge for many years that humans were not the only inhabitants of our realm. Others from a supernatural realm had crossed over and lived within our communities alongside humans for many years. 

Some Others have integrated into society much more quickly. For example, shifters, fae, and Incubi either had a human form or already resembled humans. People hadn't noticed them living within our communities. But Others, like Orcs and Trolls, had a much more difficult time blending. Even when they used glamour to appear more human, their size tended to set them apart.  

The global community began a PR campaign to inform humans of the existence of Others. Reassuring people that Others had been living alongside us for many years. That we, as humans, did not need to fear them. Some people embraced Others and developed friendships, and even fell in love with them. Unfortunately, some people disliked the idea of supernatural beings living among us. They believed we should segregate them from the human population for safety and to maintain what they considered "right and pure.” The purist movement in the paranormal realm that feels Other’s shouldn’t be ‘mixing’ with humans or Other species of paranormals and sullying the bloodlines. Tensions rise and things get messy. 

Mystic Veil is a small but growing town in Northwest Lower Michigan. There is a close sense of community for all the inhabitants, humans and Others alike. They work, live, and thrive together. These stories primarily take place within the town of Mystic Veil, with some books also taking us to the Other Realm. 
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Author Note





This book depicts both heterosexual and queer sexual relationships, along with ethical non-monogamy and kink. It is also very spicy with on-page sexual content not suitable for readers under 18. There are homophobic comments, discussions of gas lighting from parents, general harassment, and sexually harassing comments from a co-worker/former lover, along with some misogynistic views and comments. All of which are dealt with during the story. There is also mention of forced sexual contact by a secondary character, and emotional abuse by a guardian. 
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Prologue





Chris

Iwas trying to mask my nerves with confidence as I strolled into the nondescript office building in Detroit’s business district. Like most office buildings, it was older construction and smelled stale and intimidating. It did nothing to calm me as I stepped into the elevator and hit the button for the third floor. Tapping my foot idly to the drab music wafting from the cheap speaker. Attempting to wrap my head around the fact that Andrew McKnight, the owner of Beyond the Veil Cyber Tech, had traveled here to meet me regarding the executive assistant position I’d applied for two weeks ago. I couldn’t help feeling somewhat optimistic while also afraid this might just be too good to be true. 

Exiting the elevator, I headed down the long boring hallway towards the conference room indicated on my meeting invite. My palms began to sweat. Get it together girl–you’ve got this! Why else would some bigwig drive four hours just to meet with you?

Before I could consider other potential candidates he might already be interviewing, the door swung open and a larger-than-life man squeezed through. He was broad from his shoulders down and had to be close to 7 feet tall! He had black hair, a square jaw and was an absolute mountain of a man.

“Ah, Ms. Andrews, right on time! I’m so glad we’ve had the opportunity to meet while I was in Detroit this week.” He reached out a hand twice the size of mine and took it in a firm handshake. “Your qualifications are very impressive–when I read through your resume, I knew I wanted to meet with you. Please come in.” He ushered me into the room, pulling out a chair for me before moving to the head of the table to sit. Eyeing me warmly, immediately putting my mind at ease.

“Thank you, and please, call me Chris. I’m so excited for this opportunity, Mr. McKnight.” Pulling out a copy of my resume, he held up his hand, shaking his head.

“Andrew, please none of this Mr. McKnight stuff. There’s no need for that. I’ve already thoroughly read your resume. I don't believe in wasting our time together rehashing it. Instead, I would like to spend our time together talking about more meaningful things. I know this is going to be a bit intimidating since this will be an interview like none other you’ve had before. Please answer honestly, since what I’m mainly looking for in this part of the process is how well you will fit in. Not only with the Beyond the Veil team but within our town as well. Mystic Veil, while a larger community now than when I started my company there, is still a fairly tight-knit community.”

I was slightly taken aback. He was right; this wasn’t like any job interview I’d had before and I looked at him warily before responding. “Okay, hearing that Mystic Veil is a tight-knit community is simultaneously reassuring and terrifying. Reassuring because I would love to find a community to enmesh myself within and feel like I’m really doing good, not just for myself but for my community as a whole. Terrifying, because if it's that tight-knit, it could potentially be hard to integrate myself into the community and not be looked at as an interloper.”

“That is such a fantastic and honest answer. Having been the new guy before, I completely understand the fear and trepidation but finding that place within the community is definitely worth it. Now, my next question may be a bit more difficult. How do you feel about Others within the workplace and the community?”

A broad smile spread across my face; that was easy. I just hoped my answer fit what he was looking for; if not, it's better to know beforehand. My answer is one of the reasons I had so many issues with my family, but I don't care.

I locked eyes with Andrew. “Others deserve the same acceptance and rights as anyone else. I know some people oppose integrating them into our communities and want to segregate them, but I completely disagree. There are so many things we can learn from each other and that we can help each other accomplish. They have skills and abilities we will never be able to achieve, and we have talents we can share with them as well. I truly hope you have the same belief. In all honesty, it’s part of why I applied at Beyond the Veil. Industry gossip talks about the great reputation your company has and how you treat your employees. Those two things, on top of the fact that it is located several hours' drive from here and some of the unfortunate narrow-minded beliefs that are still all too prevalent in my current location. Getting me far enough away from that, I think, would really give me the quality of life I’m looking for. Since I’ve been honest with you, please be honest with me. No matter how fantastic your company seems on paper, if you share the same beliefs as what I’m trying to distance myself from, then I can’t work at your company.”

Finishing my answer I smiled, realizing he was beaming at me like I’d just said the perfect thing.

“Chris, I share your opinion wholeheartedly and I’m ecstatic to offer you the position as my executive assistant. How soon can you start?”
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Chapter 1





Chris

Iknew for certain as my alarm went off I had never been more glad for it to be Friday. My alarm was not to wake up; as usual I’d already been up for a few hours. The alarm was more to remind me I really needed to stop screwing around and actually get ready for work. I knew it was going to be a long day. 

Too many people had taken the day off; Fridays in the late summer were like that. Everyone was trying to squeeze in as much fun as they could before it got cold. That meant they took time off and no matter who it was or what department they worked in, their responsibilities seemed to always fall to me while they were out. Why everyone expected me to know what needed done by when and how to do it was beyond me. I was the executive assistant—that was my job, and I'd only been there less than a year. It’s not like I’d worked in any other departments before, but “Oh, ask Chris, she’ll know” was the standard response to every fucking question no matter who was asking it.

It really bugged me when it was related to the sales department where Trevor lorded over everyone that he was the top salesperson. I applied for three different open positions in that department, but he always ensured my applications were ignored.

“You wouldn’t be able to handle the complexity of managing large accounts,” was the first excuse. So I applied for a position with small local accounts to get my feet wet. “You’re just not the right fit for that. You need to be a closer and a go-getter to bring in the new business. You just didn’t have enough skill for that and the team needed someone to hit the ground running so he couldn't take the time to train her.” So then I finally applied for the sales assistant position. After all, what better way to learn what I needed and then be able to move up from there? “You’re too valuable of an asset as the executive assistant to waste your time as a sales assistant.”

What Trevor was–was too much of a weasley asshole to admit was that after we’d broken up, he just didn’t want me in the sales division. He was doing everything he could to convince the upper management that did the hiring for his team to not offer me anything. "After all, who knows more about her than me, am I right, guys?” Nudge nudge, wink wink. Why the hell he had such a problem with me in the same department as him was beyond me. He’s the one that dumped me. If anyone should care about working in the same area, it should be me.

Hell, my self-confidence had been in tatters before he even dumped me from all his damn comments. Do you really need dessert, honey? Don’t you think your ass is big enough already? When I suggested trying some spicier things in the bedroom, he asked if I really felt I should be so slutty? After all, I talked about wanting to get married someday, and sluts don’t get married.

When breaking up with me, he had the balls to tell me it was because I was so fucking boring in bed. He wasn’t going to be stuck with a fat wife that he didn’t want to bother fucking after a couple years. Who the ever-loving hell did he think he was? Finding out a few weeks later he’d been fucking around on me with two different women the whole time was the end for me. I confronted him about it, and he had the nerve to blame it on me! Telling me I couldn't keep him satisfied, so he had to look elsewhere.

Thankfully, all the STI tests I’d had done and then repeated several weeks later just to be safe came back negative. Deciding I was done with relationships was easy at that point. Book boyfriends and a good vibrator were all I needed. Way less hassle and a guaranteed orgasm, a far superior option–trust me. Plus, my vibrator didn’t care if I had dessert.

Now it was time to get ready for work. Thankfully, the dress code was pretty casual, especially on Fridays. A nice pair of jeans, a cute top, brush out my hair and add a bit of mascara. Bam, I was ready to face the day and its drama.

The third quarter budget was due by the end of business that day and everyone was losing their minds way more than usual. I had long since lost track of how many fires I’d put out today. All I knew was I was counting the minutes until five more than normal. I had plans to head home to the bottle of mead Morgan, my bestie, had brought back from the Renaissance Fair in Holly. The latest book by Katherine McIntyre that I’d been waiting to be released. I just need to make it another three hours and twenty-two minutes.

“Hey Chris, have you seen Deacon? I need the merger report on the Fairday Atkins account ASAP.” Trina Gonzales’ voice was near panic as she strolled towards me in three-inch stilettos and a pencil skirt that was simultaneously impressive and terrifying considering her speed. “He was supposed to give it to me an hour ago!”

“Negative, though I did see him having tacos for lunch, extra sour cream,” I said with a grimace.

“UGH! How can he forget he’s lactose intolerant today of all days!” Trina groaned as my phone began to ring. “And when Andrew’s out of town and deputy dipstick is on budget duty riding all our asses!”

“Beats me, but feel bad for Doug–his desk is closest to the bathroom,” I shrugged, easing the phone out of my pocket and up to my ear. “Hello?”

“Chris, tell me you don’t have plans tonight!” Morgan’s chipper voice greeted me across the line. I could almost see the other woman in my head: dark curly hair in a messy bun on top of her head as she bustled around her “witch shop” as I called it, or metaphysical shop as Morgan insisted it was. In a perpetual state of chaos, her eyes always shining with never-ending mischief. “And before you say it, wine and a Kindle book don’t count as plans.”

“Says who?” I teased, giving Trina an apologetic look before heading back to my desk at the front of the office, grabbing a cup of tea along the way. As the rising leader in cyber security and management, Beyond the Veil Cyber Tech had become an overnight success. In turn Mystic Veil, which was once a small unknown town in Northern Michigan, had grown into a bustling metropolitan area in almost the blink of an eye.

Hell, before being hired here, I was born and raised in Michigan and had never even heard of the place. I was grateful to have made fast friends with some locals on my weekends exploring the quiet, out-of-theway book stores and shops, which was how I had met Morgan.

“Says me! Besides, this is an SOS emergency!”

“An emergency, huh? Is this anything like the last emergency?” The last emergency had been Morgan needing a double date for the twin brother of a bartender she’d been hitting on. While dinner and conversation had been fun and the dick decent, it was a far cry from the night she had built herself up for. After Morgan had broken Carmen’s heart they hadn't been able to go back to that bar again which sucked since they had the best jukebox in town.

“No…”

“Ah ha! I heard that hesitation! Out with it!”

“Okay, I’m trying to cheer up Beth. A pipe burst in the store and it flooded.”

I sank into my chair, glaring at the stacks of papers people had haphazardly left when I’d gone to grab lunch. Balancing the phone against my ear as I began shuffling them in order, I noted five urgent alerts waiting on my monitor. “Oh no, did she lose a lot of inventory?”

Beth ran a rather popular shop across the street from Morgan’s. Beth’s shop specialized in high-end lingerie that focused on inclusivity no matter your gender. She also carried a specialized line of adult toys. It had shocked me a little when Morgan first took me there, considering the more conservative area I’d grown up in. I hadn’t realized they made lingerie specifically for men or that there was a big enough market for it to be carried in a store. Nor did I realize the vast array of adult toys there were. Even though Beth only carried one line, the sheer number of different types of toys that were available were mind-boggling.

“No, thankfully it was all isolated to the dressing areas. But there’s a ton of water damage and she’s going to have to close for weeks for repairs. Everyone is tied up with all the new construction going on around town and she is a low priority. We need to get her out of the house or she’s going to be in that building pacing all night.”

“No problem, I’ve got a few new book boyfriends I can send her way,” I smirked, clicking on my alerts, rolling my eyes when I saw the first five were from the assistant director. Guy had a permanent stick up his ass.

“She has enough of those.I’m trying to get her to try something new, and you know it’ll go better if it’s not just me dragging her along.”

“Okay, so what were you thinking?”

“Sasha has this speed dating event going on at her club tonight, and I signed us up! I figured it would be a good way to soft launch Beth into the idea of using some of her toys with another person along with a chance for us to get laid!”

“Does Beth want to add anyone or do you just want her to? Besides, what about Pete? You swear there is something between them, but now you want to hook her up with someone else?” I leaned back in my chair, ignoring the new alert announcing itself on the screen.

“She said she wanted to try new things, and she’s in her head too much with this right now. It’ll be an excellent distraction without the commitment. Besides, she still insists ‘Pete is just a friend.’ Let's be real. When was the last time you met anyone new?”

“Chris, did you not see my message? This is a 911 emergency over here!” one of the sales reps called as he rushed towards my desk, three other employees trying to beat him there.

I let out a sigh, pinching the bridge of my nose. “What time are we meeting at your place?”

“Seven. Wear something slutty. Byeeee!” 


      ***By seven I was on the verge of backing out entirely as I parked my car in the lot next to Beth’s store, Desires & Temptation’s. Adjusting my outfit for the hundredth time since leaving my apartment, the jeans feeling tighter than I remembered and the shirt a little more low-cut than I originally intended.

Not that I doubted my sex appeal. On the contrary, I knew I was sexy as hell, but insecurities still popped up from time- and lately I’d been feeling slightly more self-conscious than usual. I blamed it on the move and the influx of unnaturally beautiful people that lived in Mystic Veil on top of all of Trevor’s snide comments about me in the bedroom. Hell, even Morgan and Beth were both forty, the same age as me, yet they looked at least fifteen years younger standing next to me. Whenever I commented on this, Morgan would grin wickedly and blame it on magic dick and tell me I just needed to find the right one. Beth usually just reminded me how hot I am and if I was worried about wrinkles I probably just needed to hydrate more. Needless to say, going to a speed dating event, likely packed with young twenty-somethings in their prime, was not on the top of my things to-do list. It created a pit of anxiety the size of the Grand Canyon in my stomach and caused my mind to whirl.

What am I even doing? Yes, I’m ready to meet someone new. I’m so over Trevor. I also know that most guys do not treat the women they date the way Trevor treated me. I truly thought there was something wrong with how Trevor thought about women that made him act how he did. Okay, enough of Trevor taking any space in my mind. Focus, Chris. Visualize what you want from tonight. Being honest with myself, I wanted to find a nice guy who would treat me the way I should be treated. Someone I could have a real relationship with and build on that into the real deal–marriage. I wanted to find that one person who would love me and be there with me through the good and the bad. Someone who would lift me up, make me laugh and hold me when I cried. 

I know relationships like that existed and weren’t just in fairy tales. My college roommate was proof of that. She’d met her husband in college; they dated all the way through school, then got married after they graduated and were still happily together today, with two beautiful children. Yeah, they fought sometimes, but they worked through it and always came out better in the end. That right there was what I wanted to find. Will I find it tonight? Who knows, but as long as I stay open to the possibility, it could happen. And if it didn’t happen tonight I would still have fun with my two best friends and maybe find someone to hook up with and have some good sex. With all the Others that supposedly live in this town, maybe I could even meet one of them! I definitely wouldn't be opposed to that. Supposedly, the majority of them were impressively hung and pretty damn good in bed.  

Resolved, I killed the engine and checked my reflection, gave my red hair a final fluff and locked eyes with myself in the mirror. “You got this. You are beautiful and badass.”

Taking a deep breath, I got out of the car and headed across the street to Beth’s place before I could lose my nerve. Morgan had shot me a text on my way over to change plans since she got a last-minute client with a “romance emergency” to take care of. That meant either love spell or hex on a cheating spouse, neither of which I wanted any part of.

Walking into Desires & Temptations, Beth Maxwell’s decadently posh shop, you could tell it was all built on creating an inclusive, sexy, positive experience for all patrons as long as you were over the age of 18. I felt a tinge of sadness for my friend as I saw the sign on the door.

“Closed for Repairs. This isn’t what we meant when we said we’d make you wet.” A broken pipe image at the bottom.

“Beth, it’s just me,” I called as I let myself in, the bell above the door ringing to the melody of Sam Smith’s “Unholy.”

“Back here!” a muffled voice called from the back of the store. I put down my purse behind the counter and made my way back towards the dressing area where Beth currently stood glaring at the middle of the floor. There was a large dark stain on the deep burgundy carpet, a deep frown on her lips, phone in her hand as she scrolled through a hardware store app, adding tools to her cart.

The dressing area had always impressed me. It reminded me of the dressing areas in bridal boutiques. Large fitting rooms, with an area that if you want to, you can come out and model what you were trying on. There was also a VIP space, where normally a large round bed sat in the center. Clients could watch demonstrations of the different toys on consenting “models” and frequent fashion shows. I had never been in on those nights, but Morgan had told me they were hot as fuck.

Beth was an interesting conundrum: innately sensual, with a deep understanding of people's desires and the ability to help them find what they were looking for. They wanted the perfect lingerie or the best toy for their pleasure, she knew what they needed. Yet she was completely inexperienced when it came to intimate partners. I was honored when Beth had confided in me at a girl’s night at Morgan’s place, as it was far from common knowledge by any means, since she said it would be bad for her store's image. Beth was also reserved and guarded, with only a handful of friends, myself and Morgan being her two closest girlfriends.

Today, instead of gorgeous models wearing lingerie or demos of the toy line she carried on the screen in the room, it was showing YouTube videos. Specifically remodeling and home repair videos were playing in stereo, causing me to raise a skeptical eyebrow. “Don’t tell me you’re thinking of fixing this yourself?”

“What, you don’t think I could? I mean, if a man can do it, how hard could it be?” she smirked without looking up. “Besides, the insurance adjuster is giving me the runaround, and all the contractors are just so inefficient. At the rate they’ve moved so far, I’ll be lucky if we’re back open by Christmas.”

“Don’t you need a license for that?”

“I’m sure I could find a way around all that,” she growled in frustration. “Fuck, why aren’t any of these places open all night? For fuck’s sake, some of us have shit to do.”

Beth was dressed in her usual pastel goth look, but for all her pretty in pinkness she had the mouth of a sailor, which was one of the many qualities I adored about her. Today she had on a pink sleeveless jumpsuit with a pink leather belted harness hugging her waist and tits, accentuating her curves, with a lace shawl thrown over top. It made me feel underdressed despite the simplicity and once again sent me doubting this little adventure.

Beth turned to focus on me, giving a wolf whistle. “Damn girl, your tits are on point tonight. Go on, give us a spin.”

“You think so? I feel a little underdressed,” spinning so she could check out my outfit. Glad she seemed to sense I needed to be built up, despite my sexiest pair of matching lace panties and bra giving me a secret confidence boost.

“I don’t know what you’re even talking about. Your ass looks phat as hell in those pants. No way you’re not taking someone home tonight,” Beth brushed her insecurities off. “Makes me wish I wasn’t dick-inclined.”

“Aww, flirt,” I teased as the door chimed again and we waited for Morgan to join us. I watched Beth turn her attention back to her damaged floor. “Do you think Pete could help?”

I still hadn't met Pete, who Mogan swears is Beth’s actual soulmate according to both her tarot cards and crystal ball. They’d met just before college, went on a few dates but became friends instead of lovers. Most of the people I had met since moving into town who knew them both swore they were dating or even married. Yet Beth continued to deny it. I knew there was a deeper story there. I just hadn’t gotten it out of her yet and I wasn’t going to push Beth for it.

“Probably.” A peculiar look passed over Beth’s face as she focused on her phone. “He could probably fix all of it before I could get the fucking insurance adjuster to take me off fucking hold, most likely.”

“So why don’t you just call Smaug already?” Morgan’s voice floated into the room with a teasing mirth, her hair a perfect halo of brown curls, makeup airbrushed on to perfection. Dressed in a three-quarter length bell sleeved dress and waist corset, looking every bit the part of town witch. “I’m sure he knows at least twelve people that own plumbing companies that owe him favors. You know he would have it all fixed just for the opportunity for you to smile at him.”

Beth glared at Morgan. “How many times have I told you not to call him Smaug? And he’s got enough going on. Besides, I don’t need him to fix this. I’m a big girl,” Beth said, turning to look at Morgan critically. “Where are you dragging us this time in your never-ending quest to get your pussy eaten every full moon?”

“What better time is there? The full moon means new possibilities for growth and orgasms! As the resident sex positivity person, how are you not all for this?”

“Orgasms make the world go round, absolutely, I just don’t see why I have to go talk to random strangers for two-minute increments so you can cum when I have a perfectly good clit stimulator and book boyfriend waiting for me at home,” Beth countered.

“Leaving you alone isn't an option. Instead of going home to that fictional man, or the perfectly decent one playing the long game until you notice him clawing his way out of the friendzone. You’ll stay here and take a pickax to this floor, destroying your property value in the process.” Morgan crossed her arms over her chest smugly, sending her perfect breasts even higher. “Go on, tell me I’m wrong.”

“Fuck off.”

“Hah! You can't, that means I’m right, which means we’re going!” Morgan grinned triumphantly before turning on an impressively high heel. “Let’s go, sex kittens, it’s rude to keep them waiting for the main course.”
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Chapter 2





Jarrell

Ihad been on edge for a while, a deep buzz at the back of my mind nagging at me constantly. I let out a sigh, looking in the mirror, noting the ashy appearance of my skin, a sure sign I’ve been neglecting myself for far too long. There was no denying it anymore. I need to feed. As an Incubus the energy surrounding sex or fear were my primary sources of nourishment, however I preferred the taste of fucking way more, but lately even that tasted bland. Hence my current predicament. 

Thinking back, I couldn’t remember the last time I’d gone out and had some fun when I fed. It was all so routine anymore that I was only feeding out of necessity. Thankfully, I came from a very high-ranking family, which allowed me to not have to feed as often as lower-ranked Incubi. Regular food would do for short increments but wasn't nearly as nourishing to me as the energy. High-ranking or not, to really thrive I needed to feed. I had to admit that denying myself didn’t do anybody any good. I really needed to feed, but I just didn't feel the desire. When did it stop being fun and start being something I put off until I absolutely had to do it? I wondered idly, spinning my phone in my hand lost in thought. I really needed to find a way to break out of this funk.

I have high hopes it would be different here. Supposedly, Mystic Veil was more open, more accepting of Others. I guess I should really explore and find out. The few Others I’ve met since moving here a couple months ago seemed happy. They also seemed to live relatively normal humanesque lives, something still unheard of in most areas.

Morgan, the witch I met a few days earlier in her shop, The Mystic Cauldron, said that there was an event tonight a new “guy like you” could really have fun at. She had been bubbly and vivacious, and even did the finger quotes as she said that. Some kind of speed dating event at a local bar. She described it as meeting someone for a few minutes to get a vibe and then move onto meeting the next person. A veritable smorgasbord of people to meet and pick from. She said “a guy like you” could really benefit from it, again with the finger quotes. You could scope out lots of single men and women, emphasizing they didn’t judge and pick one now and get numbers for later. Which sounded like a good plan, especially if I was going to settle here long term. Now I just needed to get myself to care about feeding again.

I’d thought about asking her if she knew what I was. I could tell she was a witch, a genuine witch, not a pretender like so many of them were these days from the energy swirling around her. My kind were experts at identification; maybe she was, too. It was obvious she could at least sense my “Otherness,” even if she couldn’t exactly identify the species. Not that I really cared one way or another if she knew what I was; it wasn’t something she would hold against me. No, it was just idle curiosity that made me wonder.

The campaign to integrate Others had started ages ago, integrating our images into books and movies, and finally the results of that careful global PR campaign were finally paying off. The campaign started when a video leaked on the news showing a wolf pack mid-shift. The chaos that started to ensue from the humans freaking out about the existence of shifters in their midst. The panic rumblings began of organizing hunting parties to find any shifters to kill them before they could eat people. Not realizing that shifters and many different Others had co-existed with humans for millennia without eating the humans. This brought about the “Others Are Just Like Us” campaign. It began with Others that were already liked members of human society. Actors and musicians coming out and letting people know what kind of Other they were but also how much like humans they were. Parading their families on camera and showing the world how nice and friendly they were. Over the last several decades, they had begun open integration with mainstream humans. Finally people seemed less freaked out about shifters, vampires, hell, even things like orcs and fae were considered cool and becoming mainstream. I’ve known both men and women that specifically sought Others out.

However, thanks to the church’s counter campaign around Demons, as if we even had anything to do with that shit show, Incubi ended up being lumped in with them even though we are in an entirely different category. You’d think humans would like something that basically guarantees mind-blowing sex. That we would be all the rage. Unfortunately, people were still freaked out about the whole Incubus and Succubus demon thing. They honestly believed the propaganda that we snuck into dreams or came slipping into their rooms in the middle of the night, taking advantage of “victims” unaware, like our kind hadn’t invented consent.

I found the whole thing to be absurd. We fed off the sexual tension and buildup of the horniness, for lack of a better description. Sure, when a human was cumming their brains out on my dick my tank got filled pretty quickly, but it wasn’t necessary. I could also just hang out around people experiencing ecstasy long enough and get full. That’s why so many of us hung out in kink clubs and swingers’ lounges.

Lately it all just seemed so blah. Kinda like when you eat the same food every day for a long time. You started eating it because you loved the taste and feeling it gave you when you first ate it. It eventually became a habit because it was easy. Now, you eat it because you don’t want to starve and nothing else sounds good either.

That’s where I currently was with sex. I didn’t want to starve, but nothing sounded appealing anymore. Now it was really pissing me off.

I knew exactly when things started to feel this way, if I was honest. I blamed all of it on my friend Dave. Ever since Dave met Alan and they bonded, his world had changed. Seeing them together, really enjoying each other made just feeding so unappealing. Alan knew exactly who and what Dave was and miraculously he didn’t run screaming away. They actually loved each other, and I wasn’t too proud to admit that I was jealous of them and wanted what they had.

“Damn, I really need to get over this,” I thought with another sigh. Yes, Dave and Alan had exactly what I was yearning for. That one relationship that superseded everything. Finding that perfect person for you, that accepted you exactly as you were while you accepted them exactly as they were. That person who you instantly had a connection with, that grew with every interaction no matter how small it was. They are the person who even if you have a disagreement, you don’t worry things will fall apart, because they always have your back. That’s what I want. That was why just hooking up or, hell, even just feeding didn’t appeal to me any longer. I also knew I needed to snap out of this if for no other reason than I needed to feed regularly to stay healthy. 

I’ve never been one to linger in a bad mood. If I wanted to get out of this one, I had to do something about it. With that decided, I jumped in the shower. If I was going to give this speed dating thing a try, I couldn’t go looking like a grungy young kid. I made a mental list: shower, shave, and find the tightest jeans I owned. In a situation like this, it was best to highlight all of my assets. With a dick like mine, it would be a shame not to put it on display. No better way to pull in both men and women for sex than to show off the anaconda in my pants.


      ***A couple hours later, wearing a cocky grin, I strolled into the bar, almost stopping short. Something felt different. The energy was unlike anything I’ve ever experienced before and a feeling of anticipation gripped me, like something big was going to happen. I didn’t know if the event had everyone more amped up than normal to meet someone or if it was something else entirely. It could just be the excitement of everyone in attendance to try and find that elusive “one” or to find that one for tonight blending together to create a palpable vibe that was really pulling at that spot inside of me where my power lived.

Walking up to the bar to order a beer and sign up for speed dating, the bartender eyed me with a smile. Not an uncommon occurrence, and out of habit I flashed him a winning come-fuck-me grin. The other man stood up a little straighter, looking me up and down. “Damn, of all the nights I have to work and can’t join in.” With a coy smile, he slid me the beer and a card, “This one’s on me, sexy.”

I looked at the card as I walked away and let out a laugh.

~Such an unfortunate situation. Here I am trapped behind this bar while you mingle and have fun. I find you so hot and if you would like to spend some time together later, text me. I hope to hear from you. Stephen~ 

His number was at the bottom of the card. It was a bold move, and I liked that in a person. I turned back to wink at Stephen and tucked the card into my wallet. If for no other reason than having a ready source for food was always helpful.

Suddenly, the music that had been pumping rhythmically over the bar’s sound system stopped and a melodious voice came over the intercom. I turned my attention over to the small stage at the back of the room where a stunning woman stood smiling brightly at the crowd.

She was tall, all curves in a red sequin dress looking like a brought-to-life version of Jessica Rabbit. She had cocoa colored skin and a spiral curled red afro, and her eyes glowed an unnatural green. The only thing betraying the glamour hiding her true appearance from the patrons of the bar, but not to me. I recognized a Siren when I saw one.

“Good evening all you sexy people! I’m Sasha, the owner of this fine establishment. I want to welcome you to our speed dating event.” She paused for applause. Her skin shimmered under the bright light. My kind weren’t the only ones who fed on energy, and I knew she had to be feasting on all the attention her lure had brought in.

“Before we get started I want to let you know how this is going to work. My lovely ladies and I have arranged all the tables in a long line. All you lovely goddesses taking part will sit down at the tables in the chairs nearest to the wall. Gentlemen, you will go to a table and join a lady of your choosing. After everyone is seated, you'll have two minutes to impress her, so make it count! You’ll hear a bell when time is up, which will be your indication to shut the hell up because it's her turn to talk. At the end of those two minutes you’ll hear a buzzer.” She paused at the words bell and buzzer so the DJ could play the sounds, getting everyone familiar with the difference. 

Around the room the energy buzzed in anticipation and I already felt my mouth salivating. This had been an even better idea than I’d thought it would be.

Sasha continued. “That sound means it's time for the gentlemen to move on to the next table. I do mean get that fine ass up and move! My staff and I will circulate to make sure no one is hogging a table. You’ll have one minute to settle in your new spot and the timer will start again. With the number of people participating you’ll get a chance to talk to everyone in just over an hour. At that time we’ll have a quick break. 

“Because we embrace all sexuality here and several of you indicated when you signed up that you are open to both men and women for the next hour, we will place half the men and half the women at the wall side of the tables. Now will be the time for the men to rotate through meeting the men and the women meeting the women. Anyone not interested in this portion is welcome to sit at the bar until it’s over or grab a seat at one of our tables and get to know anyone that may have struck your fancy. Upon entering, we provided each of you with a stack of cards and a pen. Be sure to write your name and contact information on your cards before we begin. This way you can give anyone that catches your fancy your card. This way they will have a way to connect with you in the future. It’s completely up to you if you provide a phone number, email, social media, whatever you are comfortable with. Take the next ten minutes to fill those out and grab your drinks, and then we’ll be getting started.”

I smirked, wondering if the cards were where the bartender got his idea, as I moved to a secluded corner of the bar. Looking at my stack of cards, I was impressed. One side of the card had the bar's logo on a black background, with their address and phone number across the bottom. The other side across the top said, “That one crazy night at The Siren we met” and under that was a line for your name, phone number, email, and other contacts. A genius idea really. With a little bit of Incubus magic I was able to fill out my cards with my current name and cell phone number, adding my Instagram handle after a few moments thought. Why not? After all, why waste all those thirst trap photos I’ve posted over the years? They would only help my cause of finding a steady food source for the foreseeable future.

Surprisingly, I couldn’t wait to get started. It had been ages since I’d been this excited about anything related to feeding and it was exhilarating. Slowly, that feeling was fading again. I’d been rotating through the tables for about twenty minutes. While I’d met several sweet, beautiful ladies, no one had been more enticing than anyone else. I tried to hearten myself with the fact that, if nothing else, at the end of the evening I’d have a pocket full of names which would be potential food sources for the upcoming months.

Seeing a familiar face at Morgan, the little witch's table, strangely comforted me. I found I really enjoyed talking with her and made a mental note to visit her shop again. If for nothing more than the conversation. She seemed like she would be a good friend to have in town as well as a great source of information.

Since I was supposed to begin, I looked at her with a sly smile and let her know I was really glad that she’d told me about tonight's event. Without her, I wouldn’t have known it was going on. “I have a question for you. When you told me about it you said ‘a guy like me’ could have fun. What exactly did you mean by that?”

“I like you,” she said laughing, "You don’t beat around the bush. I just got an overall sense that you’re a good guy and could use some excitement. You gave off a feeling of not unhappiness but just unsettled.” Pausing, she looked at me more closely. “Yeah, unsettled is an excellent description, like you’re looking for something.”

I looked at her, a bit surprised. “Wow, that's a pretty spot on description of how I’ve been feeling for a while. I think I’ve finally figured out what it is, but whether I’ll find what I really hope for is probably more of a longshot than I would hope.” I noticed Morgan was really studying me, like she was actually looking into my soul.

As the buzzer sounded, Morgan offered me a knowing smile. “I too am glad I invited you tonight and that you decided to show up. I’ve brought a couple of friends who I don’t think you’ve met yet, but I do think you’ll really enjoy. Especially my bestie, Chris. It’s a gift I have. I can just see you two clicking.”

I offered her a smile and wink before moving on, “I’ll keep that in mind, little witch.” I was fairly skeptical, but I had nothing to lose by checking out her friends.

Two more tables and I sat down in front of a woman that made my heart catch. Wild, golden red hair framed a face that would start wars. Ample curves spilled out everywhere I wanted them to and had my cock straining against the zipper in my jeans. The moment my eyes locked onto hers, energy shot through me as if I’d touched a live wire. Reaching for her hand, taking it in mine and the energy intensified, jolting through my body and, by the startled look on her face and subtle jerk of her hand in mine, I knew she felt it too. Taking a deep breath, her scent hit me like a gale force wind, setting my Incubus desires off.

She was affecting me like no other woman ever had. I didn’t know what it was about her, but I knew I needed to get her alone and feast like a glutton. Nothing else would satisfy my hunger like she would.

Now, to just turn on the charm and get her on the same page. I thought about using my abilities, but I immediately shut that down. The thought made me feel sick. I wanted her–no–I needed her to want me. Not because I compelled her to, but because she desired me and only me. I wanted her to fall in love with the man, not be drawn into feeling by my Incubus powers. She was to be mine and I’d do everything I could to have her.

I’d never felt this way about anyone before; it was simultaneously thrilling and terrifying and I’d never felt so alive.
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Chapter 3





Chris

Iwas reaching my limit as I quickly glanced at the time on my phone to see how much longer I had to endure this event before Morgan wouldn't give me a heap of shit for wanting to leave. It was so far out of my comfort zone and just not my thing. Sure, I’d met a lot of nice guys, but the whole thing was making me feel old. It looked like the average age of the attendees was closer to thirty than my forty-years-old and it was making me even more self-conscious than normal. Morgan would say: “age is a meaningless number, if you vibe you vibe.” While I knew she’s not wrong, societal judgment was always such a hard obstacle to overcome mentally. 

“Fuck it,” I thought, giving myself a mental shake. If I met someone I vibe with that is of consenting age, I was just going to go with that rather than worry about whether someone else’s arbitrary number was close to my arbitrary number. Fuck people that would think anything of an age gap relationship, especially when they’re not taking part in them. No one bats an eye at the sixty-year-old man with the thirty-year-old woman. So no one has a right to care if it’s a forty-year-old woman and a twenty-something year old guy!

I gave myself another firm shake, realizing I needed to get out of my head and focus on my game plan. Once I got through talking with all the men, I’d reward myself with another drink. While there were a lot of super attractive women there–a few that had me doing double-takes–I just wasn’t ready to take that leap yet. Despite Morgan telling me repeatedly how women can eat a pussy better than any man I’d ever meet. Don’t get me wrong, I was definitely curious. Part of me secretly wished I had the courage to give it a try. Maybe someday I’d have that confidence. Hell, there were a lot of things in the back of my mind that I wanted to try. Things that frankly would shock most people who knew me. Things that polite society would shun me for. Unfortunately today was not the day I was going to take that leap.

I felt the energy shift as the next guy walked up to my table and I looked up, eyes dilating in appreciation as I took him in. He was young, probably late twenties with gorgeous mocha skin, and built like every fantasy I’ve ever had. The smirk on his face radiated the promise of fun and trouble. He sat down and made eye contact with me, causing all conscious thought to evaporate as my mind went blank and my heart rate shot up.

“Holy shit, I don’t know what it is about him but I want to know more. I want to know who he is, what he does, why I’ve never seen him around before. Most of all, I want to know what it’ll take to have him between my legs, pounding my pussy until I see stars.” I blinked rapidly, trying to get my mind to clear and focus, remembering I was supposed to introduce myself. Eagerly, hopefully not too eagerly, I reached out to shake his hand. “Hi, I’m Chris.” 

I’ve never had my hand taken so sensuously before, like it was one of those Fabergé eggs, priceless and worth handling with the utmost care. He gave it a shake. Setting our entwined hands down on the table. he made no move to let go, his thumb tenderly caressing my knuckles. “Hi Chris, I’m Jarrell,” his voice was smooth and sultry, and his amber eyes almost seemed to glow.

He continued to talk but all my mind could do was soak in how his hand felt caressing mine. How the low rumble of his voice as he spoke made my clit throb and my pussy ache with need. In all my life I’ve never felt such an instant connection with someone else. It literally felt like the connection had stolen my breath away and I don’t care if I ever get it back. “FOCUS,” I told myself, ‘listen to what he’s saying and stop just staring, yeah he’s pretty but he could be a jerk.” I pulled myself back into the moment, really listening to him. 

“I’m really new to Mystic Veil, I just moved here a couple months ago at the suggestion of a friend of mine. So I’m still exploring the area, that's how I found out about tonight. I was in one of the shops in town and the woman that runs it told me about it and that I should come. I’m so glad I did, because I’m very glad to have met you.” The bell chimed all too quickly, I couldn’t believe his two minutes were up and now I had to remember how to speak. I decided to cover some of the same ground he did.

“I too am new to Mystic Veil, I moved here just about a year ago when I got offered a job. I have never felt so welcome in a new town before. I’ve met a bunch of great people and have made two best friends. Hopefully you will find the same for yourself,” I said with a genuine smile.

“Lucky for me, it was my best friend that convinced me to move here so I’ve got that covered but I’d love to make more friends and form close connections with people,” Jarrell responded. I continued telling him about some of my interests, and he watched me with a fascination that made me feel warm and tingly, butterflies river dancing in my stomach. No man had ever watched me with that kind of intensity before, certainly not when I was fully clothed.

Hearing the buzzer sound sent a pang of disappointment through me and I felt myself frowning. The thought of letting go of his hand made me physically ill–no way did I even want to contemplate watching him walk away from my table. Why had I started acting like a high school girl with her first crush just because a pretty man held my hand?

“Do you feel it too?” His voice mirrored the excitement I felt at simply holding his hand. “That instant connection when our eyes met that only got stronger as we talked and touched?”

I nodded, not trusting my voice, which only made him smile wider before continuing. “How about as soon as this portion is done, we meet at the bar for some one-on-one time?”

My cheeks start to ache with the force of my smile. “That sounds like the best idea I’ve heard tonight!”

He picked up one of my cards from the table and slid one of his into my hand. His eyes never leaving mine, he brought my hand up to his lips, gently kissing my knuckles. Whispering to me, “See you in a bit, Sweetness.”

I kind of felt bad for every man that came up to my table after Jarrell. I couldn’t stop thinking of him long enough to really pay attention to any of the others. He had completely captivated me, mind, body, and soul. I felt like one of those cartoon characters that just got hit in the head with a hammer and had little birds circling their head with comical hearts pulsating in front of their eyes. I almost jumped out of my seat when I finally heard Sasha on the sound system.

“Okay, beautiful people, that concludes our first round. Anyone not wanting to meet people of the same gender feel free to move over to the bar and buy yourselves some refreshments while you mingle. The rest of you, get ready for round two!”

Morgan for sure was going to take advantage of round two–that went without saying. Beth, however, was a crapshoot. We had all agreed to meet up between rounds however, and I knew Morgan wouldn’t let me get out of it to race to Jarrell’s side so I jumped up to meet them, finding I didn’t have to go far as they immediately surrounded me.

“So,” Morgan prompted an expectant look on her face, eyeing Beth firmly, “How’d it go?”

“It was fun enough, I suppose. Not really my thing but there seem to be some nice guys here.” I noticed Beth’s cheeks were slightly flushed and her eyes a little hazier than normal. This made me wonder how many drinks my introverted friend had needed to get through round one. She would definitely need a rideshare to get home.

“Let me see the cards,” Morgan demanded, looking at Beth’s hand expectantly. “You promised me you’d take at least two cards.”

“I put them in my bag so I wouldn’t lose them, I’m not digging them out now,” Beth rolled her eyes. It was obvious she didn’t take anyone’s card and was hedging as she turned the conversation towards me. “What did you think, Chris?”

I felt like a deer in headlights as they both turned their gazes to me, not sure what to say. Should I tell them I met someone panty soaking or keep it under wraps until I saw if I could actually pull him or not? I decided to downplay it. No use getting everyone excited on my behalf if it fizzled at the bar. “Yeah, you’re right, Beth, there are some nice guys here. I think I’m just going to head over to the bar and get a drink and maybe talk to one or two of them. What about you, Beth? We already know Morgan’s salivating for round two.”

“Damn skippy I am, the men tonight have been delicious to look at, but the women are all fucking FIRE. Maybe if I’m lucky I can select from both column A and column B for this evening’s/weekend’s entertainment.” Morgan grinned wickedly, rubbing her hands together, eyeing some of the ladies taking seats at the tables in preparation for round two.

“Honestly, I think I’m gonna call it a night,” Beth replied, holding up her hand as Morgan whipped her head around to give her a reproachful look. “I know, I know, I need to not dwell on the store situation. I’m just having trouble focusing. Enjoy chatting up the guys, Chris. Morgan, since we all know you’ll have someone or someones accompanying you home for an evening of debauchery by the end of the night, be careful and try not to become too feral.”

Morgan narrowed her eyes at her and smirked. “Uh-huh, I know that tone. Tell Smaug I said wassup.”

“Do you want me to wait with you for your car to show up before I head to the bar?” I asked, chuckling at the middle finger Beth shot Morgan as she tapped at her phone without looking up.

“Nah, it’s already here. Have fun, I’m out.” With that ,Beth turned on her heel and walked toward the exit, Morgan turning to me with a shit-eating smile.

“Hundred bucks she texted Pete as soon as we arrived and he’s had a car outside waiting for her since we checked in. I was surprised he didn’t show up after I told him where I was bringing her tonight. I might just have to change my tactics. So, tell me, did anyone stand out to you? I know I saw a few men I thought you’d find interesting and one that pinged on all my witchy senses as someone you should meet in the dickly sense.”

I rolled my eyes. “You and your ‘witchy senses.’ So tell me, oh great seer, who is this mystery man that you think is just perfect for me? Because yes, someone I met was way more interesting than the others and I fully intend to explore that. But by all means tell me who you think I should be with?” Could I put any more sarcasm into that sentence? I thought.

Morgan was undeterred by the snark. “Young guy, looked to be late twenties–which don't start with me on your ‘he’s too young’ nonsense right now because damn it, Chris, age shouldn’t matter. Anyway, he’s tall, built, and absolutely breathtakingly beautiful. Let me see if I can find him to point him out.” She turned her head, standing on her tiptoes to scan the bar, curls bouncing. 

I let out a nervous laugh and tried to play it off because she almost described Jarrell to a tee. “Yeah, that sounds exactly like the kinda guy attracted to the forty-year-old, fluffy office bitch. Those young, built, breathtakingly beautiful guys can’t keep their hands off us.” Again with the sarcasm. Man, is Morgan bringing it out in me tonight! I thought.

Morgan frowned slightly and elbowed me in the ribs for the smartass comment before triumphantly declaring, “Found him! There by the bar, sinfully tight jeans showing off a drool-worthy package, black t-shirt that fits like it was custom made for him and, oh look, he’s looking over here at you.” She grabbed my shoulders and spun me around to face the bar, pointing directly at Jarrell.

“What the hell!” I shouted in surprise and disbelief, causing several people around us to turn and look our way. I quickly lowered my voice, hissing at her, “Morgan, that’s really fucking creepy. That’s the guy I clicked with. How the hell did you know that?”

She just smiled, responding with a wave of her hand, “I’ve told you it's my witchy ways.” Nudging me back to face the bar she smacked my ass hard, pushing me in his direction, “Go get him, hot stuff!”
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